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we now find gaudy shacks working under the
American title of "road-houses."
These importations, as I say, are not without
value; they are responsible for that lighter and
easier tone. London needed a certain quicken-
ing. It was getting set, and though the war
shook it up a little, and shuffled its values, the
tendency, after the war, was to relapse to the
status quo ante. The American yeast, working
constantly upon it these last twenty years, has
done so much good that we now regard the zest
and pungency of London life, which the States
gave us, as our own growth. It has had many
of these exotic phases, but it takes them only
as a tonic for its self-expression. In the late
seventeenth century it was pervaded by French
styles. In the middle eighteenth everything
Italian was correct. In the middle nineteenth it
went all German. What it will be after its
American Phase is hardly guessable: there seems
very little choice in the way of new civilisations.
One group of features of the London scene
our exile would %d almost as he left them.
While the rest^of London takes doses of Fifth
Avenue or Michigan Boulevard or Wilhelm-
strasse, the nineteenth century remains with us
in our dear, dim, smelly railway stations.
Waterloo and Victoria have done a little towards
bringing themselves into the modern scheme and
edging towards Grand Central Terminal; and